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Brutality And Pain 


Chapter |: 
„Aaaawwwww. Nononono! It .. it hurts so much ..." 


Jason had cried out in pain - his face pale in agony - as his right knee had given way after James violently 


had kicked Jason's leg. 


A snapping sound could be heard and Jason immediately couldn't keep his legs from stumbling around, and 


finally he dropped his bass because there was no way to hold him. The neck broke as it violently hit the floor. 


Jason was familiar with ruptured ligaments, because he did a lot of mountain biking and was a pretty rough 


basketball player, and this special snapping sound could be heard to everybody inside the rehearsel room. 


Also everybody imagined the nearly unbearable pain what shot through Jason's whole leg, up and down, as the 
pointed end of James’ best cowboy boots made contact with Jason's right knee and his upper shin 


"Wrong note, asshole," James hissed. 


Jason hadn't done anything wrong during their whole rehearsal so far, and he had played flawlessly and didn't 
miss a note. Several times he had to help Lars by keeping up a steady rhythm and playing laid back enough. 


But he had himself allowed to change a single note of "Orion", Cliff's composition, because he thought that it 


would made the harmony of the instruments a little more perfect. 


He should have known better. 


As he dropped his bass and fell down onto his knees, and then onto his left side, holding his knee with both 
hands, he immediately knew that he won't take it any longer. He never had felt such an intensity of pain 
before, and the snapping sound told him that one or more ligaments have got ruptured. He knew that he was 


severely injured 

No, he couldn't take James' permanent tortures any longer. He was finished with Metallica. Their relentless kind 
of dealing with all their personnel problems, the bass player's ongoing complaints of his young wife because of 
Metallica's extended tours. It had been too much. 

They were just back from the Black Album Tour, had won a lot of prizes, and also earned an unbelievable 
amount of money what came in. Not even Lars, who watched every detail of the band's account, had a cause 


to lament. 


Jason, now divorced, had brought them in a lot of money. He was an excellent bass player, and his solos were 


of an intensity what the audience nearly honored by ecstatic cries. 


But now he still sat on the floor avoiding every movement, trying to get sorted out what had happened to him. 


He was used to James' mistreating, and it always happened without a warning, mostly without a logical case. 


Jason now tried to move his knee, but the pain was too much. So he didn't know how to get back onto his feet. 


Several of the sound engineers had entered the room to offer their help, also Lars who usually wasn't very 


fond of their bass player, too. 


Now a lot of people had entered the rehearsal room to have a look at Jason whose faces’ color was of a 


deeply pale in the interim. He was in shock. 


"Jase, let's call an ambulance, just in case," one of the technicians said. "So the doctors in the hospital could 


find out how extended the damage of your knee is, and .." 


Another one tried to examine Jason's knee, but it nearly was impossible because Jason cried in pain. But finally 
he managed to get on his hands and knees and crawled a little, and that worked. 


"No hospital, no ambulance, I'll deal with it myself," he barked. "I'll cool it a little, and then it will get good 
enough to re-start our rehearsal." 
He had reached the door - by crawling - and then turned around and stared icy blue daggers at James, who 


stood like a statue of marble. He was shocked, too. 


‘Oh, by the way," Jason managed to say. "| quit" 


Chapter 2 
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Chapter 2 


James stood motionless like a statue, his lips slightly opened. The other guys inside the rehearsal room also 
were shocked but didn't move, staring at the remnants of Jason's favourite bass. The amplifier gave awful 


sounds, and finally someone managed to shut up the amp. 


The next thing what happened was a backhand across James’ face, delivered by Lars. James gasped and 
stepped back a little, lifting his hands in a helplessly looking gesture. 


"You damned idiot," Lars furiously hissed. His face had reddened. "You kicked Jason just because he had changed 


a note of ‘Orion’? A single note. Oh, please! You must be mad or drunk, as always.” 
James gave a low moan then rubbed his burning right cheek. Some drops of blood could be seen on his right 
nostril. Lars' backhands were feared because of their power, especially by his former colleagues and friends 


from tennis. 


"But .. but Jason wasn't supposed ... | mean, he didn't ask for permission ... It's Cliffs composition, and .." James 


helplessly stuttered. "And | barely touched his leg, | didn't kick him .. And l'm sober, so .." 
Lars stared down at James’ pointy cowboy boots then back at James’ now pale face. 


"You ‘barely’ touched his knee with those boots? You really must be mad if you hope that we would buy the 


shit you wanna make us believe in, fucker." 


Lars turned around to look at Kirk, who had cramped his fingers around the neck of his guitar. Kirk was used 
to get the kicks and pushes whenever Jason was out of reach. Then Lars nodded at the studio guys. 


"First of all, we have to get Jason and have to bring him to the next hospital. He must be in unbearable pain .. 


Or unconscious.” 


But there was a big problem. Jason was nowhere to find. His car still was on the parking lot, so he had to be 


inside the studio building. There wasn't a way that he had left the building, hopping on his left leg. 


They searched the whole building up and down and loudly called out Jason's name, but Jason was nowhere to 


find, or gave an answer. 


After they had searched for two hours, all guys met in the hallway of the first floor to discuss what to do 


now. 


"If he crawled the whole time, he CAN'T have left the building," Fred - one of the bands techs - meant. "It's 


impossible." 
James gave another low moan. His long blond mane was ruffled and partly covered up his face. 


"Maybe he had found some crutches," he whispered. "And he works out a lot, his muscles are pretty strong. 


He can't be severely injured .." 

"Don't be ridiculous," Lars snapped at James. "You're such a dork. You was too busy to kick at our bassist, so 
you maybe haven't seen from your position - as a professional fucking rowdy - that his knee lost every 
stability, and it seemed to disintegrate at the inside .. Jason isn't a wimp, you know that very well .. He never 
said a word when he appeared with a black eye or some broken ribs, but we all know that you had beaten him 
up ~- again. | can't tolerate your aggression any more. Why don't you stop to mistreat him?" 

James ran his fingers through his long mane and ruffled it even more. Now he looked desperate. 


"He isn't Cliff," he whispered. 


‘Oh, COME ON!" Lars hissed at the singer. "OF course he isn't Cliff. But he is our bass player since nearly four 


years now, and his playing is damned and fucking good." 


James lowered his head and didn't answer. He knew exactly how much damaged Jason's knee had to be. He had 


heard the double snapping sound of torn ligaments, 

‘Let's search at the outside of the studio," Fred finally said. "He HAS to be still here" 

"The outside is clean," James answered "Kirk and | searched twice, and there are no bushes or trees to hide 
"Maybe he is lying under one of the cars." 

"Nope. Kirk and | checked the cars, too," James replied "Wait a sec ... This house has a cellar, right? 

"A small cellar, yes," Fred answered. "But you nearly can't get in because he is stuffed by things, mostly 


defect amps or rusty drumming gear. | remember that I've seen a rat and several mice running around the 


last time | had a look. And even inside the cellar Jason should have heard us." 


All of a sudden, Kirk slapped one hand over his mouth for a moment and breathed faster, his eyes wide. 


"What if he has committed suicide inside this cellar? He seemed a little depressed since some weeks, and now 


his knee is ruined. Maybe he now saw no perspective any longer.” 
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Chapter 3 


The door to the building's cellar looked very shabby. The red lacquer was flaking off, and the door was very 
dusty. 


Except the slightly rusty door handle. 

Kirk's trembling forefinger pointed at the thing. There wasn't as much dust as all over the door and the 
corridor. Somebody must have used it recently to enter the cellar. Everybody stared at said door handle in 
shock. 

"He surely is in the cellar," Kirk whispered. Now his whole body trembled. "I assume that he really ..| mean ..” 
"You can't be sure," James quietly said, keeping up eye-contact with Kirk. 


Kirk's dark eyes were full of tears, but he didn't cry. 


But James looked determined, now. He threw back his long blond mane and then laid his fingers around the door 


handle. 

"I have injured Jason," he firmly said. "So, I'm the one who has to go inside this cellar to search for Jason" 
The other men looked at each other in silence. None of them was keen of entering the cellar, just to find a 
dead bass player. In addition there wasn't a sound from the inside of the room to hear. Everybody of them 


felt sick from fear all of a sudden. 


Finally, Lars crossed his arms and stared at James from top to toes, biting his lower lip at the same time. His 


green eyes looked cold. 


"Okay," he said. "You go." 


So, James carefully opened the door, trying to move as soundlessly as possible. But the door squeaked a little. 


Then James nearly fell down a wooden staircase as he searched for the light switch. Right in time he gripped 
the handrail - also from wood - for support and prevented himself from falling down, head first. 
Unfortunately, the handrail was as shabby and partly broken as the rest of the staircase, so James got a 
huge splinter into his right thumb and groaned because of the sudden pain. 


"Shit," he murmured. "Where is that fucking light switch?" 


"On your left side," Fred whispered from above. He still stood at the doorframe, and clearly didn't want to 


enter the cellar, too. 


James ran his left hand along the brickwork, and finally he found what he had searched for, switching on the 
light then moaned in desperation because the single, dusty light bulb nearby had a power of just thirty watt. 


Maximum. 

James lightly shook his head. All of a sudden he no longer believed that Jason would have been so stupid to 
try to hide inside a dark cellar with a life-threatening rickety staircase, and where rats and mice used running 
around. 


On the other hand there wasn't any plausible alternative. 


James inwardly wanted to turn around to leave the cellar, but he didn't want to look like a coward - just 


because a dark cellar what was the home for rats and mice. Maybe, there were spiders, too. 
James hated spiders and didn't understand Kirk's fascination about those eight-legged monsters. In James 
opinion those monsters had seven legs too much. Kirk happily cooed at every spider he got sight of. He surely 


would have kissed every single, hairy leg of these ugly beasts, but the spiders mostly were clever enough to 
sense Kirk's longing and just ran off. 


Now, James had reached the slimy floor of the awful room, and for first stood still to orientate. His breath 
went flatly, and his heart raced. His thumb throbbed because of the splinter. But there wasn't time to care 
about it. 


After a while his eyes got used to the feebly light of this thirty watt light bulb. In addition he meant to have 


heard a weak sound. He froze on place, his whole muscles tensed up. 
"Jason?" he asked in husky tone. "Are you here?" 
He waited. No answer. 


"Come on, man, don't do that to us," James said, still trying to stay quiet. "We have searched for you over two 


hours now without getting a trace of you, but we just wanna help you. There is no need to hide, you know that 


. You have to get to the next hospital, but you also have to signalize us where you are." 
No answer. 


But then James' soundproofed ears perceived a very weak and miserable moan. He quickly turned around to his 


right side and stared in that semi-dark direction where he had located the sound. 

"Jason? Please, let us help you," he begged. "Where are you? Please, Jason!" 

All of a sudden he noticed two long legs, the left one outstretched, the other one bent in an abnormal looking 
way. Also, a pale hand was to be seen, moving around slowly and erratically. The rest of the body was hidden 


by two large amps. 


"No, please," James whispered in shock and desperation. "Not again .. Please, not again" 


Chapter 4 
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Chapter 4 


James nearly collapsed as the memories of the awful accident of Metallica's tour-bus in Sweden four years 
ago raced through his head. It had been night, and everybody - except the bus driver - had been fast asleep 
as the bus got off the road and skipped several times. Cliff was the only one who died. He got thrown out of 


the window beside the bunk where he had slept. The bus came down on Cliff's body and killed him. Just his legs 
were to be seen, the rest of his body laid under the bus. 


It had been a massive shock for all of them, but James’ psychic trauma had been the deepest, followed by a 


posttraumatic syndrome and an extreme increase of his alcohol consume. 
He had lost his lover. 


He and Cliff had been together just for three months, and they had been deeply in love. James never had 
thought that he would lose Cliff in any way, but it happened, and Cliff was dead in the blink of an eye. 


The band had to find another bass player as fast as possible because they had been on tour, and their next 


destination was Japan. 
It was Jason who won the audition and got the job because of his excellent playing. 


From the very first moment James disliked him. 


Now he tried to suppress those memories and to concentrate on the actual situation. 


He shook his body to get out of the frozen stiff then quickly approached the injured person. The floor was 
slippery, and as James looked down he saw a trace of blood on it. Then he reached the injured man and got 


another deep shock. 


Jason was unconscious but still moved his left hand in an erratically way. There was blood on both palms, and 
also on the left side of his face and temple. A large cut on Jason's temple still was bleeding, and the blood had 


glued his long, curly mane on the left side. His head leaned on the brickwork, the rest of his body laid on the 
floor. His right leq was bend and the distorted lower leg looked like broken. 


He must had fallen down the awful staircase then dragged himself the short distance to the place beside the 


large bass amps, and then got unconscious. 


"lve found him," James now shouted and knelt down beside Jason. "He's unconscious and there is blood all over 
his face, and his right lower leg must be broken .. We need an emergency doctor and an ambulance. NOW! .. 


And somebody has to bring me a flashlight because it's too dark to see all his injuries." 


"lIl do the emergency call then search for a flashlight what isn't out of order," Fred shouted back. 


He came back in no time, bringing two large flashlights and an emergency case. 


"The emergency ambulance is on the way. The hospital is just one mile away," he said after he had reached 


James and Jason, handing over one flashlight to James. "And | have ordered Kirk and Lars to stay away.’ 


"That's good," James said. His voice trembled, and he had tears in his eyes. "| don't want them to see my poor 


Jason in such a bad shape." 


As they had switched on the flashlights Fred breathed in sharply. He knelt down, too, and told James that he 
worked as a paramedic in his free time, so he was experienced in examination of sick or injured persons. At 


first he controlled Jason's blood pressure. It was very low while his heart frequency was 140 per minute. 
James held both flashlights as Fred put a cannula in a vein on Jason's back of the left hand and fixed it. 


"My colleagues will be glad that | have laid the cannula," he said. "Jason's veins are collapsed because of his 
shock. Sometimes it isn't possible to get an infusion cannula in a vain of the arms legs because of the 


collapsing.” 


Then he examined Jason without moving the head and spine. Jason's right arm was completely floppy while the 
left one still spontaneously moved. The abrasion of the palms looked bad. They had stopped to bleed but there 
was a lot of dirt in the wounds. Then Fred pulled up Jason's eyelids too see the pupillary reflex by swinging his 
flashlight. There was a difference in size and reaction, and both eyes "looked" to the left side. 


‘Oh my god," Fred sighed. "He must have a damage of the brain, | suppose of the left side, because there isn't 
any muscle tonus on his right side and the difference of the pupils." 


"You mean that Jason has a stroke with paralyse of the right side?" James hoarsely asked. 


Now tears ran down his face. He tried to wipe them off but without success. He gave in and openly wept while 


his body trembled. Fred laid his hand on James' shoulder then stroked his back to calm him down. 


‘I'm sorry," he calmly said. "But the answer is ‘yes'.” 


Chapter 5 
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Chapter 5 


It seemed to be an endless time to James until the paramedics and the doctor arrived. But in reality they 
needed just five minutes after Fred's emergency call because the hospital was nearby. One of the paramedics 
grinned as he saw Fred and tapped him on the shoulder then he immediately knelt down like his colleague and 


the emergency doctor, a woman who looked very experienced, 


‘I'm Doctor Dressler," she said while she got a finger-clip for blood oxygen measurement on Jason's left 


forefinger. "What happened?" 


The paramedics had started an intravenous infusion with Ringer-solution, and of course they were glad that 
Fred already had got the cannula in Jason's vein. They all hat noticed that Jason's right arm seemed to be 
flaccidly paralyzed, so they took the left arm for everything they had to do, except the measurement of 
Jason's blood sugar with a drop of blood from his right middle finger. 


James still knelt beside Jason's head. He pressed some gauze pads, what Fred had given to him, against the cut 
on Jason's temple to stop the bleeding. He didn't notice that he knelt in Jason's blood on the floor as he tried to 


make as much room as possible for the medical team. 

"He must have down the life-threatening staircase to this cellar, maybe because he hadn't found the light 
switch," Fred answered. "Then he must have dragged himself to those bass amps - he knew that they are 
here - and lost consciousness, | assume .. He must have a paralysis of the right side, and | guess that the 
right lower leg is broken As we found hin, he still erratically moved his left hand" 

"Did you move him?" the doctor asked. 


She pinched the skin below Jason's collarbone. He reacted with a weak movement of his left arm. 


"No," Fred said. "He could have a haematoma on the left side of his brain, and we didn't know anything about 
the state of his neck spine." 


"That's good," the doctor replied. "Jonny, a stiff neck, please. | want do get him on the stretcher as fast as 


possible for further examination. It's too dark here inside." 


Fred, who held one of the flashlights, nodded. 


"The fuck .., eh, the light bulb doesn't have more than thirty or forty watt. Nobody cared much about this 


cellar, except when he wants to get rid of no longer needed stuff or defect musicians gear." 

"Ah, musicians? What kind of musicians?" 

"Uuuh, that's different," Fred asked and shot James a look. "Lately we had to suffer a lot because of a country 
singer and her band. She has no talent to sing, and so the recording crew had a lot work. Well, actually 
Metallica is here to do a new record" 


"I hate country but | like Heavy metal," the doctor said. "Metallica is a really good band. | like them, too." 


She hadn't looked at James yet, and Jason's face was bloody all over, so he wasn't recognizable. The 


paramedics also hadn't looked at James much enough to recognize him in the semi-darkness. 


The stiff neck had been get around Jason's neck to stabilize the spine, and one of the paramedics tried to get 


the waiting emergency stretcher along Jason's right side, but there was too few room. 


"Wait a sec," James now said. "Fred and | will get the amps aside. Then you can get the stretcher along Jason's 
side." 


"Those amplifiers look very heavy," the doctor meant after a brief look at them. 


In the meantime she had injected Jason's several ampules of medicine to stabilize his very low blood pressure 


and to lower a possible intracranial hypertension 

"That's no problem," James answered. 

Jason's cut didn't bleed any longer, so James took the gauze pads off the cut and quickly got on his legs. For a 
moment he felt dizzy as his blood got into his long legs again after having knelt such a long time. But then he 


carefully stepped over Jason's legs. 


Fred had handed the flashlight over to the paramedic who seemed to be a friend of him. 


He and James - whose long blond mane covered up his face - tipped the first Marshall amp on its rollers and 
pushed it forward, and then aside. The second amp wasn't difficult to push away, too. 


At once the stretcher was on Jason's right side. Fred left James alone by pushing the second amp in some gap 
what was large enough for it. But there was none, so he got the amp simply aside because there was enough 


room for the stretcher to get pushed to the staircase. 
In the meantime Fred helped his colleagues to lift Jason onto the stretcher by making sure that his head and 
spine got moved as few as possible. The medical gear what was necessary for transport to the hospital got on 


the stretcher, too. 


Then they were ready to leave the awful cellar. 
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Chapter 6 


To get the stretcher with Jason laying on it up the dangerous staircase was a little difficult, but four men - 
the both paramedics, James and Fred - mastered the problem. Dr. Dressler took care of the oxygen tube in 
Jason's nose and kept an eye on the parameters of the medical gear. As they had reached the hallway the 
paramedics got out the stretcher's undercarriage to pass the hallway. The elevator was too small, so they had 


to carry the stretcher up the stairs to the first floor. 


Jason laid motionless and didn't react whenever his body got shaken during the transport. They carried him 
head first because the doctor didn't want his brain pressure to rise. 


James had grasped firmly the right foot grip of the stretcher. He urgently wanted to look up into Jason's pale 
and bloody face but he had to watch the floor and the stairs. 


He also looked as if he was the victim of an accident. The lower part of his jeans was soaked by blood, his 
hands were bloody, also several strands of his long blond mane. 


As he had found Jason and had been still alone with him while Fred made the emergency call, he had bent low 
to touch Jason's forehead with his lips, his hand on the uninjured right side of Jason's head. His hair hung down 
and got bloody. 


"Don't die," he had whispered, tears in his eyes. "I need you, Jase .. You know that | need you. | haven't meant 


to hurt your bad knee, but now you got hurt so much more. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry, Jase. Please, don't die." 


For a moment Jason's eyelids had fluttered, as if he had heard James' whispered words. After that his eyes 
stayed closed, 


In the hallway of the first floor the shocked techs and the recording guys waited. Lars' drum tech had his 
hand laid around Lars’ right upper arm to hold him back from running up to the stretcher, the transporting 


team and the doctor, to get information about what had happened and what was going on now. 


Out of the corner of his eyes James noticed that Lars seemed to protest and to swear in Danish while he 
furiously tried to get free his arm, but without a chance. His tech was everything else than frail. Kirk stood 
behind Lars’, holding onto Lars' other shoulder. Tears rolled down his cheeks, and he looked desperate. 


James took this in like a brief spotlight but didn't think about it. It didn't matter to him. his attention was 
focussed on Jason. He softly stroked Jason's right, palsy hand, while Dr. Dressler quickly checked Jason's state. 


"Okay, guys," she then said. "He's ready for transport. Let's go." 
The both paramedics immediately took over to get the rolling stretcher to the ambulance car in a hurry. 
"Thanks, Fred," the one who was a friend of Fred, called back over his shoulder. 

Fred, who looked exhausted, just gave a wave and stood back 


Not so James. He quickly followed the medical team and watched them by getting the stretcher into the 


emergency ambulance. 

In the meantime it has got dark outside, also a little cold. James just wore one of his favourite shabby and 
thin t-shirts and wrapped his arms around himself as he started to tremble all over his body. His teeth 
chattered all of a sudden. 


Dr. Dressler had scribbled some notes on her emergency blank then she entered the ambulance car as well. As 


she wanted to shut the sliding door, James stopped her, holding back the door with a trembling hand. 
"Please, can | come with you?" he pleaded. "Please." 
She looked at him, noticed his miserable state and nodded. 


"You have a shock," she said as a matter-of-fact. "You need to be treated, too. So, you better come with us." 


After James had entered the ambulance he got seated by one of the paramedics who then wrapped a blanket 
around him. James still shook and pulled the blanket as close as possible, nearly covering up his face, too. His 


trembling hands were cold as ice and he hung his head. 


Dr. Dressler looked from her unconscious patient on the stretcher at James as the ambulance was on the way 


to the hospital, ignoring every red traffic light, sirens wailing. 


"Do you think you can keep up until we have reached the hospital?" she asked. "We'll be there in two or three 


minutes, | guess." 


James nodded and finally looked up. His blond mane was completely ruffled. 

‘lm ... l'm not important,” he said, teeth still chattering slightly. "Don't care about me .." 

"Mr. Hetfield?" she asked, surprised, as she recognized him. "James Hetfield?" 

"Yes .. yes, I'm James Hetfield. And your patient is Jason Newsted," James answered. His heart raced and he 
breathed hard. "And everything is MY fault because | kicked his already injured right knee and damaged it even 


more, so he fell down and left the rehearse room, and he had to crawl because he couldn't get up on his feet, 


and then ..." 


"You can tell me more about it soon," Dr. Dressler said while she had to hold onto the stretcher to not fall 


down as the ambulance driver sharply hit the brakes. "We have reached the hospital.” 
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Chapter 1 


James laid on one of the beds of the emergency admission of the hospital and stared at the ceiling. He felt 
miserable and very exhausted after having searched for Jason for hours and then finding him, badly injured. 


He had an infusion tube for infusion of some solution, he didn't know about and didn't want to ask, attached to 
the canulla inside a vein of his right lower arm. A blood-pressure meter around his upper left arm 
automatically measured his blood pressure every five minutes. Several electrodes on his chest controlled 
electrocardiogram and heart frequency. James didn't look at the screen of the monitor beside his bed. He 


wasn't interested in all those parameters - including the oxygen level of his blood. The low ‘beep-beep-beep' of 


the monitor told him that he still was alive. That wasn't of interest for him, too. 
There were several other patients inside the room, moaning in pain, or crying. James didn't even look at them. 


The nursing personnel had given one of those green pants for wearing inside the operating rooms, the recovery 
rooms and intensive care unit to him. A nurse had smooth-talked him into getting off his bloody jeans and 


putting on the green pants. She also wiped clean his bloody hands and legs. 


Fortunately, he had decided to put on some underwear this very morning, so he wore boxer-shorts. Very 


often he just wore his jeans and nothing else. 


He was a little shy when it came to show off his naked ass to people he didn't know. In no way he wasn't as 
extreme as Lars who didn't see the point in wearing too much clothes. That included shoes of all kind whenever 
he was at home or inside the rooms of the studio, except some shabby sneakers for drumming. Not wearing 
shoes meant that Lars painfully and constantly stubbed his toes on every piece of furniture what came in 
handy. Then he used to hop around on one leg while he held his hurt foot, accusing everybody in sight for 
evilly having pushed this or that in his way. 


Despite of the both blankets and the large cup of hot tea he had got, James still felt cold He felt guilty, too. 


Very guilty. 


After having reached the hospital, Jason immediately had been brought to one of the triage rooms. James had 
to stay back and to get into the emergency admission. He had to lay down and to tolerate all of the tools to 
measure his body's parameters while he just wanted to stay with Jason. Not to mention the necessity of 
giving away his personal data to people he also didn't know. 


He motionlessly laid on the bed, still staring at the ceiling, as Dr. Dressler entered the room, briefly looked 
around and then approached James’ bed. There she sat down on a stool beside the bed. James slowly turned 


his head to look at her but didn't speak a word. 


"How are you?" she softly asked. "| see that your blood pressure is much better, but your heart rate still is a 


little bit too high .. And you look very depressed and sad" 

James just shrugged. He bit his lower lip to keep himself from crying. But he didn't succeed, and so hot tears 
ran down his cheeks. He breathed harder and tried to wipe them off with his hands. Wordlessly, Dr. Dressler 
reached him some tissues. A whole box of them was on his bedside table and James hadn't yet noticed it. 
After he had regained control about his composure he looked at the doctor. 


"How's Jason?" he asked. "Can | see him? Please! Can | see him?" 


"Not now, I'm sorry, Mr. Hetfield. He is getting a computer tomography scan of his head and neck spine at the 
moment," Dr. Dressler told him. "And his right lower leg is broken .. His knee doesn’t look very good, too." 


"Is he awake?" James’ blue eyes were wide in fear. "Can | see him? Please. | need to see him" 


‘I'm sorry, but that's impossible," the doctor calmly answered. "He has to get the CT scan. After that my 
colleagues from neurosurgery and surgery will decide what to do next. And because his breathing has got a 


little weak, he has got an intubation for artificial respiration and narcosis." 
"What?" 


James was shocked and quickly sat up. Immediately he felt dizzy because of his still too low blood pressure 
but his muscles were all tensed up. Dr. Dressler shook her head and ordered him to lay down again. Without 
contradiction he obeyed, staring at the doctor without blinking. Again, he bit his lower lip. 


"Mr. Newsted needs artificial respiration, believe me," she said "He has to get operated, anyway, if only 


because of his broken leg. It had to get fixed." 
James gave a groan then rubbed his face with both hands before looking at the doctor once more. 
"And all of this just because I've seen red like a madman and have kicked him as he changed ONE fucking single 


note of Cliffs ‘Orion’ without telling me before we started to rehearse .. It's just .. It's Cliff's composition, and | 


don't want to even change a single note because the bass line is perfect. Jason has known about it. But, no, the 


fucking bass player maybe thought that | won't notice that.” Again, James groaned. "But instead I've lost it, 


kicked his already injured knee, and some ligaments snapped .." 
"His ALREADY injured knee?" 


"Yes." James shook his head and sighed. "He fell off his fucking mountain bike eight weeks ago. There was a 
laceration of a meniscus, and an incomplete rupture of one of his cruciate ligaments .. He should have worn his 
orthesis to stabilize his knee but he didn’t. | guess my kick against his knee completed the rupture. .. There's 
no excuse for what | have done because everything started with that kick .. But Jase is such a stubborn guy, 
it's unbelievable. He always comes back from mountain biking with another injury - broken ribs, hematoma all 
over his body, cuts, and so on Its awful. | urgently asked him to burn the fucking mountain bike to ashes, but 
he didn't listen to me." 


"| see." Dr. Dressler said and nodded. 


All of a sudden her beeper gave a signal. She looked at the number on the display. "Oh, please excuse me for a 


moment. | have to do a call. I'll be right back." 


It seemed to be an endless time to James until she came back, several blanks and papers in her hand. She 


looked a little worried. Immediately James tensed up all his muscles. Now his blood pressure rose. 

Dr. Dressler sat down on the stool beside the bed, looking at James. 

"Mr. Newsted has to get operated, as I've told you, and we haven't any time to lose," she said. "There is an 
acute hematoma between his skull and the left side of his brain, a so-called subdural hematoma. One or 
several veins have got ruptured, and the hematoma gets his brain under pressure more and more. And 
there's not much room inside the skull" 


"Oh, my god," James groaned and sat up again. “This has to be a nightmare. Please let me see him. Please!" 


"You have to," Dr. Dressler calmly said. She pulled out a folded up piece of paper of the other papers in her 
hand then enfolded it. "My colleagues have found this document inside his wallet .." 


She reached James the piece of paper. He took it and read the text. 


"Have you known about it, Mr. Hetfield?" she asked. "You are the only person who is authorized by him to 
decide on his medical treatment in case he himself can't do that." 
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What?" 


This came from Lars who had entered the emergency admission room without being noticed by James and Dr. 


Dressler. Right behind him was Kirk who looked very uncomfortable. 


Lars crossed the room in a hurry and reached James' bed in a split second, his green eyes wide in shock and 


disbelieving. 


"You are the only one who is authorized to decide on Jason's medical treatment? How funny is that? | fucking 
never heard of such nonsense, and l'm absolutely sure that it is a lie, or you smuggled some forged document 
into Jason's wallet. Jason never would even think about giving any authorisation for deciding on anything at all 


in his place to YOU. This can't be true and l'm fucking sure about it. It's fucking ridiculous and it .." 


James lifted his hand to stop Lars’ lament and shot him an icy cold look. Fortunately, Lars understood and shut 
his mouth. 


Now, Kirk had reached the bed, too. He looked tired, his dark eyes sad. 


"Do you know how Jason is?" he immediately asked. "Fred told us that Jase has been unconscious as you have 


found him, and that he has a large cut on the left side of his head." 


"His state is bad," James answered. Again, there were tears in his eyes. "He must have fallen down the 
murderous staircase as he had searched for the light switch. | nearly fell down, too .. But Jase must have hit 
his head on the floor and some veins inside his head got ripped open, so they started to bleed, and the blood 
presses against his brain .. Anyway, he has to get operated as fast as possible and, yes, l'm authorized to 


decide on his medical treatment." 


Lars' now stood open-mouthed. He didn't know what to say, something very rare in Lars' case. 
James turned and handed Jason's document back to Dr. Dressler, nodding at her. 


"Sure | know about this document," he then repeated. "And he's authorized to decide on MY medical treatment. 


| would show you my authorize document, but | left my wallet in the studio." 


He shook back his blond mane as he slowly sat up. Lars gasped then quickly started to cough. He always got 
aroused by looking at James’ flying long hair. 


James still looked at the doctor. 


"Don't lose any time," he calmly said. "Get him operated. | don't need to see him before he's getting operated 


because | trust you." 
"Thank you," Dr. Dressler gave back and smiled at James. "I'll call the operating room and let the neurosurgeons 


know about your agreement. They will drain the subdural hematoma, and then another team of surgeons will 


fix his broken leg" 


She got up and then quickly left the emergency admission. 


James hung his head and covered his face with both hands. His shoulders twitched. He didn't want his both 


bandmates to see his tears but he couldn't suppress some low sobs. 


Lars and Kirk watched him and stayed quiet. They had got it that James was in a bad state, too. 


After a while James lifted his head and wiped off the last tears. His eyes were red from weeping and 
tiredness. With a shaking hand he reached for the cup of tea on his bedside table. But his fingers trembled too 


much to even lift the cup. 

Lars quickly went over and took the cup, getting it to James’ dry lips and helping him to drink James was very 
thirsty and drained the cup in no time. Lars put down the cup on the bedside table and refilled it by the 
thermo-can what was on the table, too. He reached James the refilled cup, and James laid both hands around 
it. 


"You need any more help?" Lars softly asked. 


James just shook his head and brought the cup of tea to his lips, draining it as fast as the first one. Then 


Lars took away the empty cup and refilled it once more. 
"Another one?" he asked James, holding out the cup. 


"Yes, please," James hoarsely answered. 
P Y 


He didn't drain the third cup completely but held it in his hands. 


In the meantime Lars had got another stool and he and Kirk sat down beside the bed. James finally looked at 
them but didn't say anything. 


"He's in really bad state, right?" Lars asked after a while. "Fred told us about the broken leg, too." 
James breathed in and out deeply. 

"Yes, his right leg is broken .. And his knee is badly injured, too." 

"The knee you kicked?" 


"Yes." James hung his head once more. "Everything is my fault. Because | kicked his already bad knee he fell 
down and then left the rehearsal room ..." 


"Oh, come on," Kirk threw in, and James looked at him. "You didn’t kick him that much, really. Unfortunately, his 
knee gave way and some ligaments might be torn. But .. but he already injured his knee by falling off his bike 


some weeks ago." 
"You know about it?" James asked, frowning. 


‘Of course. | saw him limping around and asked what had happened to his leg, so he told me everything about 
his accident .. He had scratches and bruises all over his body, too." 


"Yeah," James murmured. "He looked awful. | got him to the next emergency ambulance, and they did a MRT of 
his knee. One meniscus was damaged, and one cruciate ligament nearly torn. The doctors told him that he 
better should get operated but he didn't want to ... Stubborn, as always. So, he just got an orthesis to stabilize 
his knee. But he didn't wear it since we started to rehearse before recording the new songs .. And some older 
songs, including Cliffs beloved instrumental ‘Orion’ .. | must be mad to think about rehearsing ‘Orion’. Jason 


played another note as requested and | immediately kicked his knee .. As I've said, it's my fault that he ..." 


"Okay, if you wanna blame yourself for everything what has happened, you can do so," Lars impatiently said. 
"But | really don't get it why you should do so. You're beating him up regularly, or Kirk, without feeling guilty, 


so | can understand why he tried to hide. He might have been in fear to get beaten up once more .." 


"What kind of shit are you talking about?" James hissed at Lars. "I don't beat him up. That's nonsense. Maybe, 
two years ago | delivered some punches to him because | hated him for not being Cliff. But | always have been 
drunk, so | was out of control .. And | also don't beat up Kirk, by the way. You better should have asked Kirk 


about the cause of his bruises and cuts before blaming it on me." 


He looked at Kirk, and Lars turned his head to stare at Kirk, too. Kirk looked embarrassed and cleared his 
throat. 


| .. | thought that learning some martial art techniques won't be a bad idea, just in case, so .. so | started to 


take lessons in kickboxing ..." 


"WHAT?" Lars nearly fell off his stool"Kickboxing? Are you mad? It's way too dangerous. You might break your 
fingers and can't play your guitars. Are you fucking mad? Oh sorry, | take back my stupid question. You ARE 


mad." 


In a split second Kirk's right fist was in front of his face, nearly touching his nose. Lars shrieked and quickly 
pulled back his head. Kirk hadn't moved a muscle in his face. 


"See?" he asked, now giving Lars a small smile. "They say that I'm pretty talented, but the other guys ain't 
bad, too. So, | get punched, they get punched. It's only fair.” 


Lars covered his face with both hands. His long lightbrown hair was ruffled. 


"| can't believe this," he dully moaned into his hands. "What a nightmare ... It has to be a nightmare," He lifted 


his head and stared at Kirk. "Why didn't | know about Jason's risky mountain biking, and your also risky 
kickboxing?" 


Kirk shrugged. "You always are too busy, Lars ... Bookkeeping, organizing gigs and tours, not to mention your 
composing songs with James .. Not that it is a bad thing to do so. James and | are pretty grateful to you 
because we have no clue how to do all that bookkeeping, for example. We don't want to get you worried" 


Lars still stared at Kirk then turned his head to look at James with bloodshot green eyes, out of words. There 
was silence for a while. James had drained his cup of tea and put the empty cup on the bedside table. Then he 
looked at the large clock on one of the walls. 


"| guess that the neurosurgeons have started to get Jason's skull opened," he said in a low tone and run his 
fingers through his long mane. "I'm so worried. If they can't get all the blood of the hematoma out of his head, 
he further will suffer from paralyze of his right side, or in worst case he'll die." 
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Chapter 9 


„Oh my god," James quietly moaned as he saw Jason who motionlessly laid in a bed inside the intensive care 
unt of the hospital. His long curly hair had been shaved off on a small part of the left side of his head. It has 
got dressed by absorbent gauze. 


The operations of Jason's head and his right leg had gone well, as the physicians had told James and Lars. But 


James still didn't believe a word. 


"If everything has gone well, why does Jase still look so sick," he groaned. "Why does he need artificial 
respiration? Why is he still unconscious? These physicians had lied to us. All of them are liars. You can't trust 


these guys.” 


"Come on, James, that's nonsense," Lars said in a low Tone, trying to soothe James down "Why should they lie 
to you? There's no cause to lie. And you have seen the images of the x-rays and the tomography. He isn't 
unconscious, he still gets narcotic drugs. The doctors haven't lied .. It's just .. its just because of all those 
infusion tubes, the pretty numerous monitors, and those infusion pumps what get Jason look so ... so awfully ... 
Uh, | mean, what let Jason look so sick. That's pretty normal, | guess." 


But his fingers around the grips of the wheelchair, in which James sat, had tightened and the knuckles of the 
fingers had got white. 


He had been as shocked as James by having a first look at their badly injured bassist, but he tried to hide it. 
He had brought James to the intensive care unit in the wheelchair the doctors had insisted in. James wasn't 
allowed to walk by himself because of his still too low blood pressure. Nobody wanted to risk that he would 
faint all of a sudden and break a leg or an arm. Not to mention the risk of hitting his head and get a 


hematoma or bleeding inside his brain like Jason. 


Before James and Lars had got permission to see Jason, two doctors had wanted to talk to them about Jason's 
condition and the results of both operations. One of the doctors was Chief physician of neurosurgery, the 


other one Chief physician of anaesthesiology and intensive care. 


They especially had to talk to James because he had to decide on Jason's medical treatment, if necessary. 
James now fully realized that he had to take responsibility for Jason's treatment, and that he had to listen to 
everything the both Chief physicians wanted to tell him. He needed to know every detail about Jason's state of 


health or rather sickness. 


The doctors explained every x-ray image to Lars and James, also the images of the computer-tomography 


they had done. 


"These are x-ray images of Mr. Newsted's right leg before and after the operation to fix the dislocation 
fracture of his lower leg," the Chief physician of neurosurgery said. "We did a fixation by two metal plates and 
screws .. We also cared about the ruptured ligaments of his knee and the extended effusion of pretty fresh 
blood inside the articulation" 


James lowered his head. His long hair partly covered his face. 


Its my fault .. Everything is caused by me," he whispered. "Jase wouldn't suffer from all those injuries if | 


hadn't kicked his knee because of one fucking wrong note." 
Lars exactly knew what James was talking about. But he didn't explain it to the confused looking physicians. 
James breathed in deeply and then looked up. 


'| see," he calmly said. "Please, go on" 


The neurosurgeon cleared his throat and went on. He used a laser pointer to point at the small images of the 


cranial CT. 


"These are the images of Mr. Newsted's brain and skull before he got operated," the Chief physician of 
neurosurgery explained. "As you can see, he has a small fracture of the base of his skull. t's located near the 
inner ear but there isn't a lesion of the inner ear „And this is the subdural hematoma" The physician pointed 
at several images. "It has been very extensive and has caused severe pressure of the brain. Unfortunately, 
there had been several ruptured veins, so we had to get opened up Mr. Newsted's skull to stop the veins from 
further bleeding, and to drain the hematoma. We didn't drain the whole hematoma because an abrupt lowering 
of the brain pressure could cause ruptures of veins and bleeding of the other side of his brain .. Well, and 
those are the images of the tomography after the operation. You can see that the reduction of the subdural 
hematoma nearly is complete .. And this is a part of the drainage tube what we have implanted to slowly get 


drained the rest of the hematoma - or a secondary hemorrhage .." 


"What?" James immediately asked in sharp tone. He looked shocked and exited and ran his fingers through his 
long blond mane. "A drainage tube? Do you mean that his skull still is opened up to ..2" 


"No," the neurosurgeon quickly answered. "The drainage tube is running from the inside of his skull to his 


abdomen - it's below his skin to avoid an infection of the brain ..." 


"Oh no," James desperately groaned His face had got very pale. "This sounds awful. It has to be a nightmare. 
Please tell me that it's just a nightmare." 


‘I'm sorry, but it isn't a nightmare. It's real," the physician calmly answered. "But it is the usual procedure, and 


it's necessary.” 


James hung his head and shook it. Several tips of his mane still were bloody, but the blood had got dry in the 


meantime. Anyway, James didn't care about the blood 
Lars, who stood behind the wheelchair, now intensely looked at James, his face completely motionless. He was 
surprised by James’ behaviour and the intensity of James' emotions. Lars got suspicious more and more. Had 


he missed something important? 


What was going on between James and Jason? 
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Chapter 10 


After having talked to the both Chief physicians Lars had pushed James' wheelchair to Jason's intensive care 
bed, so James was near enough to touch Jason. Carefully he stroked Jason's right arm and hand with his 
fingertips. Because of the paralysis and to prevent swelling, Jason's right lower arm and his hand rested on a 
small cushion, and his operated right leg rested on an upholstered splint. The orange colored disinfectant still 
covered the skin of his leg, but the stitches at the knee and lower leg had got supplied with sterile plasters. 


"Hi, babe," James whispered and ran his fingers along Jason's arm. "I'm here, and l'm sure you can hear me .. 


I'm so sad because I've done wrong and have hurt you." 
His other hand stroked Jason's long curly hair on the right, uninjured side of his head. 


Then James rested his forehead against the grid of the intensive care bed to get control about the tears in 
his eyes, his hand still on Jason's arm. He sighed deeply. 


Lars hadn't paid attention to James’ whispers because he was busy to look Jason up and down and to stare at 


everything inside the room, taking in as much information as possible. 


The tube for artificial respiration wasn't inside Jason's mouth any longer. He had got a new tube, running 
through his nose. Lars instantly had noticed this, and he knew that it usually was a good sign. The physicians 


must have planned to get Jason off the respirator as soon as possible. 


Of course, Jason's bladder hat got a permanent catheter, running through the urethra of his penis. Lars 
slightly had lifted the thin blanket what covered Jason's left leg and his body up to his chest. He grimaced as 
he saw the catheter. Unconsciously he tried to protect his own cock by his hands, but he managed to 
suppress the compulsive urge to turn around to make sure that there weren't some nurses or doctors, 


holding catheters of different sizes to get him catheterized, too. 


"Oh shit," he then murmured. "I hope he'll be still able to get a hard-on afterwards .. I've heard of guys with 


huge problems ..” 


"| don't mind,” James threw in without looking at Lars. He still stroked Jason's arm and shoulder. 


"What the fuck do you mean with ‘| don't mind'?" Lars immediately and suspiciously asked, now staring at 
James with his green eyes wide. Unfortunately he didn't see James' face because of the long blond mane. 
James now had lowered his head to concentrate on Jason. 

He just gave a brief snort without looking at Lars. 


"Exactly as I've said," he answered. "I don't mind’ means ‘| don't mind'." 


Now, Lars was alerted. He suspiciously stared at his friend, as if James would have morphed into an ugly 


insect all of a sudden. Then he cleared his throat several times. 


"How can you say things like that?" he asked, trying to stay calm. "It sounds a little ... well, weird. l'd guess that 


this will be Jason's business, not yours." 


Now James lifted and turned his head to look at Lars. His blue eyes were narrowed what got Lars pretty 
nervous. He didn't like this look. 


"You're sleeping with Kirk, right?" James calmly asked. 

Lars swallowed hard and slightly blushed, getting nervous. He had to clear his throat. 

"Uh, yes .. sometimes, but not very often, you know .. It, uh .. it doesn't mean much to me, really .." 

‘lm pretty sure that Kirk won't be very happy if he'd hear your statement," James coldly replied. He still 
stared at Lars who had hoped to get off the hook. "He really loves you, as he has told Jason and me, and you 
wanna make me believe in the shit you're talking about. It's fucking nonsense, and you know that." 

"But I." Lars started to answer. Then he paused and thought about what to say. Finally he shrugged. "Well, 
you are right, and | can't deny it. | love Kirk, too. He is .. he is pretty snugly, you know, and | like to have him 
inside my bed" 

James gave him a small smile. 

"It hasn't been too hard to admit that, hasn't it? Kirk is a really, really nice guy .. A little crazy, but, hey, a 
little craziness isn't forbidden. l'm just wondering about your patience whenever Kirk enters the bathroom, 


locks the door and stays there for hours, just to do his hair." 


Lars breathed in deeply then sighed. 


I'm wondering myself about my patience. But | have learned to keep shut my mouth and to leave him alone .. 
He has the tendency to get a little hysterical whenever | try to interrupt his beauty procedure," Lars said. He 
looked at Jason who laid motionless. "But | still dont know what you and Jason might have in common, So, 


what's going on?" 


James shook his head in disbelief. He knew about Lars’ selfishness but never had thought that Lars would be 
THAT naive. 


He carefully stood up, making sure that the wheelchair was ready to sit down, whenever he wanted or needed 


to do so. Then he bent down and softly touched Jason's pale lips with his. 


‘| love you so much, baby," he whispered and kissed Jason's lips once more. "Please wake up soon. | nearly can't 


stand to see you like this." 
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Chapter Il 


James slowly woke up but didn't open his eyes for a moment. As usual, he first tried to find out where he 
was laying in, or on = his own bed, a hotel room's or suite's bed, or - in worst case - somewhere on a dirty 


floor when he had been too drunk to get up after having fallen down. 


There was the smell of disinfectants and the sound of hurried steps and low voices outside the room. Then he 


heard the deep sigh and some angry sounding murmurs of another person nearby. 
Lars. 


Now, James carefully opened up his eyes and looked around out of the corners of his eyes as much as 
possible without moving his head. 


He quickly got it that he laid in a hospital bed. A white blanket covered up his long legs and his lower torso. 
Some adhesive electrodes on his bare chest had been connected to a monitor beside his bed by thin cables. 
James stared at the electrocardiography what was shown on the screen. There also were lots of numbers - 
showing his pulse, maybe - but James hadn't enough time to figure out what these numbers could have 


meant. 


"Well, well, well .. Looks like the princess finally is awake." A slightly angry voice on the other side of the bed 
was to be heard. "| thought it never would happen" 


James suppressed a groan and quickly turned his head to the left side. Of course, there was Lars, sitting in an 
armchair beside the bed He looked tired and in need of getting shaved. 


Lars now suspiciously eyed James who rubbed his eyes and then ran his fingers through his ruffled blond 


mane. 


"Are you sober enough to be able to listen and speak to me without causing another catastrophe?" the Dane 


viciously asked, staring at James, his green eyes narrowed. "I'm no longer in the mood to care about your 
drunken ass .." 


lm sober," James hissed at him. "I'm sober since a year and two month, asshole." 


"What?" Lars frowned. "This is NONSENSE! Don't tell me shit like this. You always are drinking beer and whiskey 
and other alcoholic stuff .." 


If you really would be interested in my ass you would have noticed that its alcohol-free beer, or iced tea or 
juice, you fucking idiot," James immediately threw in. "As I've said, l'm sober. So, there's no need for you To 


care about my not-drunken ass, fucker." 


"Well, that's great, fucker," Lars shot back and snorted. He shook back his long light brown hair. "I'm so glad 
about you being sober, really. And | really won't have assumed that you'd drink tea on the rocks instead 
fucking whiskey on the rocks. Anyway, your so-called soberness is fine with me .. I'm so relieved to hear 
about it. But | just can't get it why you had to kick at Jason like a madman, ruining his knee and causing an 
unbelievably scenario of catastrophes, if you would have been as sober as you wanna make me believe in? Do 
you fucking know what you have done? | had to stay up all night to do numerous interviews for these fuckers 
of different rock magazines and other press, and also from TV, and | besides | had to find out who has been 
the fucking whistleblower in our crew who had informed every stupid fucker from press in reach who had 
ready a microphone and a camera .. Of course, | fired his lazy ass on the spot. | fucking don't like 
whistleblowers .. AND | had to smooth-talk to the doctors and nurses to get permission to get two of our 
bodyquards inside that intensive care unit to watch about poor Jason who can't care about himself any longer, 
as it looks like .. They gave in just because of my perfect Danish manners and my nice smile, | guess. Maybe, 
my pretty eyes helped, too. Anyway, the bodyguards are in and will kill everybody who dares to make a wrong 
move .. By the way Kirk also did his best to lie to the press. You surely know that he is a bad liar and always 
feel guilty if he has to lie - but in this case he did his best. Along with his patented beautiful smile he got 
them believe in the stuff he told those nosy guys .. He always looks adorable whenever he smiles, and | always 
can't resist him if he smiles at me, | would do everything to get him smile at me, and ... Well, that's not of 
interest now. As always | had to do most of the dirty jobs, and I'm really pissed about your aggression what 
has caused such an unbelievable disaster. | fucking can't get it why you had to hurt Jason, just becouse he 
played another note as you've expected him to play. That's ridiculous. Well, he's an idiot to have done so, but 
your reaction still has been an unbelievable act of brutality, and | totally can't believe it." 


James stared at Lars without a word while his still tired looking blue eyes got wet. 


All of a sudden he gave a desperate moan and sat up in his bed, his face hidden by his hands. He slowly shook 
his head without a word. Hot tears ran down his cheeks, dripping at the blanket, and finally some suppressed 
sobs escaped him. 


Lars immediately stopped his monologue and bit his lower lip as he saw this. He quickly bent over James to 
take care about the infusions’ cannula in James’ right back of the hand. The cannula had been short from 
getting ripped out because of James abrupt movements, and Lars had noticed it. James still was supported 


with an infusion to stabilize his blood pressure. 


Now, James miserably and desperately cried and sobbed. He didn't look up, and he didn't care about Lars any 
more, rocking his body back and forth like a little kid what desperately tried to soothe itself down after being 
mistreated or yelled at. His long blond and ruffled mane hung down. He looked pitiably. 


Lars really had been angry about James and everything James had done. But he knew that James hadn't 
caused everything what had happened. 


As he, Kirk and Fred had found out, Jason really had crawled out of the rehearse room, just to enter the 
elevator some steps away. Fred had told Lars and Kirk that Jason perfectly had known about the inventory of 
the basement cellar because he had looked for some bass and guitar amps. So he had to know about a bunch 


of old and thrown away crutches beside one of the out-of-order bass amps there. 


So, it hadn't been James’ fault that Jason hadn't found the light switch and had fallen down the wooden 


staircase, injuring him badly in the process. 
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Chapter 12 


As James got back control about his composure Lars was gone. 

Instead of him Kirk was there, quietly sitting on the chair beside the bed. James, who has withdrawn his 
fingers off his face, stared at Kirk with his eyes. He still was vulnerable and miserable enough to be glad Lars 
had left the room. He wouldn't have beard another tirade of Lars. 

Kirk looked a little tired but his dark eyes looked at James without drifting away. 

"Better?" he asked 

James gave a light nod. 

"1s he still here?" he whispered 

Kirk shook his head that James had meant Lars. 


"| got him out without words and he followed my signalled orders .." 


"What?" James looked shocked. "He .. he followed your orders? | can't believe that! We are talking about Lars, 


man. He never followed somebody's orders." 
Kirk just smiled and tossed back his long and curly dark mane. 


"You might have missed it .. but Lars and | are fucking like idiots. Since two years," he mentioned. "You're too 
busy to stare at Jason's ass, so you maybe haven't notice this fact 


"No ... no, | have got it," James shook his head and slightly blushed. "| have noticed. There's no way to NOT 
notice your gymnastic activities. You both are loud as a fucking amp on highest level. | used to lay in my hotel 
room's bed, trying to catch some sleep, but you both fuckers usually cry out in ecstasy like a roaring tornado 


what has comes down out of nowhere, extinguishing a town of the size of New York. Awfull | always felt 


totally ashamed because | used to think about the poor, fucking guy or woman inside the room on the other 


side of your room." 

Kirk chuckled. His dark eyes glittered. 

"| always try to stuff Lars' mouth with something what comes in handy." He grinned and winked at James. "But 
he really cries out like a fury. Must be his Danish descent, | guess. Personally, | try to give some discreet 
moans, that's all." 

"You are as loud as fucking Lars," James casually mentioned and grinned. He looked much better now. 


Kirk shrugged. 


"Maybe. | don't like to hide my pleasure. Whatever." He thought for a while then grinned, too. "But if he gets a 


really hard fuck he is out of control." 
"WHAT? | fucking can't believe it. Lars is bottoming? 
"Sure." 


Kirk shrugged once more. His body langue told James that Kirk was relaxed. He stared at Kirk in disbelieve. But 
he also knew that Kirk usually didn't lie. He didn't talk much but he didn't lie. 


Except at the press. 


An hour later James sat beside Jason's intensive care bed, Jason's favorite bass in his lap. He had been allowed 


to get up to see Jason. 

With permission by the doctors and the nurses Lars had made him useful and had brought the bass, a small 
bass amp, a cassette recorder, and lots of other gear to Jason's room. Without caring he had stuffed most of 
the items into a bass gigbag on his back, carrying the amp and the cassette recorder by his hands. 


Lars looked small but there was a lot of power in his arms, so he didn't show any signs of exhaustion. 


James had been surprised and slightly had winced because of the misuse of the expensive bass gear what 


carelessly had been stuffed into the gigback by Lars, but he didn't say a word. 


Lars had put down everything he had brought beside Jason's bed. He didn't speak to James, avoiding looking into 
James' eyes. He opened his mouth to speak but then he stayed silent, staring at Jason who laid motionless 


James broke the silence. "It's nice of you to bring this stuff. | really need it" 
Lars gave a brief nod. Then he turned and laid a hand on James' shoulder. 
"Play him out of his coma," he answered in low tone, now looking at James. 


"Ill try," James murmured. "I'll to my very best" 
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Chapter 13 


Before James had a chance to start playing on Jason's bass, two nurses came in and briefly smiled at him 
then they cared about Jason, and to get Jason's limb body in another position, this time on his back. They also 


exchanged an empty infusion's bottle and a perfusion syringe. 


They did it with perfect professional fastness and precision, so James knew that the nurses had to be well- 
experienced. He just watched them, sitting on a stool at one of the walls and trying to be out of the way. He 
also didn't torture the nurses by questions while they were busy. But it came clear to him that these people 


exactly knew how to care about an intensive care unit's patient. 


In between he stared at the monitors what showed Jason's electrocardiogram, his blood pressure and pulse 
frequency, also the oxygen level of his blood James looked at all those numbers in red or green, and how they 


changed nearly every second, without really perceiving them. 
He had to bite his lower lip by looking at Jason who got cared about. 


Jason's face was very pale, and he still needed artificial respiration It was hard and nearly unbearable for 


James to see Jason in such a state. He still was in shock. 


After the nurses had left, James busied himself in getting ready the bass amp and checking the cassettes 
Lars had brought. 


Most of the old cassettes from the seventies and the beginning eighties were mix-tapes of a teenaged Jason, 
and James exactly knew about them and the songs on them. Jason had played a lot of his cassettes to James. 
As it turned out, James loved many of the songs, too. He knew for sure that Jason never would have thrown 


away just one of his old mix-tapes. 


So, James quickly found the "very-very-favorite" tape. There was a nearly unreadable "No. 5" on its label, 


written by a pencil, and covered by the dirty fingerprints of a teenager. 


James smiled as he put the tape into the deck of the recorder. The cassette recorder also was a relic from 


Jason's youth, and he loved the thing. 


Lars hadn't brought a tuner but James didn't mind. He just had to hear few notes of the first song's beginning 
to get tuned the bass. 


He had an absolute hearing, and in addition he visualized lots of numbers or notes by different colors. He hadn't 
known about his hearing talent and his synaesthesia until some years after the band had started its career. He 
always just had wondered about the incapability of other musicians to play a certain instrumental line by just 
hearing a song once, or to properly get their instrument tuned without help. 


Cliff casually had informed James about his rare talent after a while. James had been stunned. He never had 
heard about synaesthesia. So, Cliff had lent him a book about it, and - after having read the book - James 
quickly concluded that he had pretty much advantage over other musicians. 


Now, James tuned the still unplugged bass. Then he softly ran his fingers along the strings and the fretboard 
without plucking a note. He just stroked the strings and the body of Jason's bass. 


Then he heard the sound of the sliding glass door to Jason's room getting opened, but didn't look up. The both 
bodyguards outside the room made sure that every guy from the press or other nosy people would have 


been stopped dead by them 
"Ah, you are serenading Mr. Newsted? That's nice," a female voice said. 


James quickly lifted and turned his head to look at Dr. Dressler who had entered the room. She smiled at 


James. He weakly answered her smile. 


"| haven't started to play yet," he said. “But | will - if the amp won't interfere with all those devices inside the 


intensive care unit." 


"It won't," Dr. Dressler answered. "Every room is insulated, and the electrical devices of a room are protected 
by some kind of a Faraday's cage. Of course, it isn't perfect, and in very fine and high-pressured weather we 
have the pleasure to listen to the telephone calls all around, just because the radio frequencies interfere with 
some medical devices, especially with our ultrasonic- or EMG-devices ... Sometimes it's a little annoying to have 
to listen to telephone calls of people we're not interested in .. But the low frequencies of a bass amp won't 


interfere. You just have to use headphones." 


James briefly grinned and nodded then brushed some long strands of his blond mane out of his face. 


"Thank you, doctor. There are headphones for me and Jason," he said, relieved. Then he looked at Jason who laid 
motionless. "ls there anything new about his state?" 


Dr. Dressler nodded. 


"Let's talk about it outside the room," she said. 


As the glass door had shut behind them, Dr. Dressler turned around to face James. 


"| don't like to talk about the state of a patient in front of his bed, not even when he is without consciousness 
or in coma. | repeatedly have talked to formerly comatose patients and some of them precisely remembered 
conversations of doctors, nursing personnel, or of their relatives beside their bed - without capability to stop 
them," she told James. 


Ie heard about that," he said "And | never would discuss about his state with other guys inside his room. 
You can be sure about this." 


"Fine." Dr. Dressler smiled at James. "Now, first of all | wanted you to know that Im Assistant Director of 
Anaesthesiology, and it's my responsibility to run this intensive care unit as good as possible. So, I'm the one 
who is in charge whenever you have any questions or want to talk to me. | always have my beeper with me, 
and ..." 


"But ... but you .. Ain't you tired because of your emergency night shift?" James asked, frowning. 

She just shrugged. 

"Not much. l'm used to it. And, besides, yesterday and last night I've been just the substitute of the regular 
emergency doctor who had to cancel his shift because he has got sick. Usually, I'm inside the intensive care 

unit, in one of our emergency ambulances or in one of the operating rooms. Of course, you also can talk with 
the junior house officers or the nursing personnel. So, feel free to ask one of us whenever you have a 


question, or if you want to tell us something." 


James lowered his head and nodded. He didn't want to cry but there was no way to stop the tears. For a 
moment he covered his eyes by his right hand while he tried to find a tissue inside the pockets of his jeans. 


Without a word Dr. Dressler handed some tissues over to him and waited until he had regained control about 


his composure. 


Finally, James blew his nose and looked back at the doctor. 


‘lm sorry," he whispered and wiped away some last tears. "But ..” 

“There's no need to apologize, or even to be ashamed," she said. "It's a normal reaction in such a case." 
She briefly looked at Jason in his bed on the other side of the glass door then back at James. 

"He's your boyfriend, | assume," she softly said. 


James looked at Jason, too. 


"Yes .. yes, he is my boyfriend,” he whispered. 
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Chapter 14 


After he had told Dr. Dressel about his relationship with Jason, and that Jason was his boyfriend, James hung 
his head and stared at his feet. He felt very uncomfortable. 


"There's no cause to be ashamed," the doctor said. "Why should you? There's no necessity because it isn't 


forbidden to be gay and in love with another man" 
James took deep breaths then lifted his head and looked at the doctor. 


‘lm not gay, I'm bi," he said. "And Jason is bi, too. We both had sex with lots of groupies, sometimes in the 
same bed. And mostly | couldn't stop in watching Jason doing a groupie. He always looked so sexy and arousing 
.. just beautiful. | immediately got aroused just by watching him, and .. and we touched a lot .. But | really 
haven't thought about sleeping with another guy until .. until | fell in love with Jason" 


‘| always thought that you'd hate him, just because he wasn't Cliff Burton. And you always pointed out that he 
would be a fag and barely tolerated by the rest of Metallica.” 


"You're right. I've been such an asshole, and my extreme consume of alcohol didn't help. From the very 
beginning on | hated Jason for not being Cliff. It just was .. it was difficult to accept Jason, and because | have 
been in love with Cliff, his sudden death nearly agonised me. So | was drunk 24 hours a day because | didn't 
know how to cope with Cliff's death. Kirk and Lars didn't know, too .. But we had to get finished our tour, so we 
had to find another bass player as fast as possible. But we auditioned lots of bass players without luck. It has 
been awful. Most of these guys didn't have the capability to play any of our extremely fast songs in the least, 
so we nearly got desperate because all these guys haven't been good enough to join the band. They just would 
have slowed us down .. And besides, all the time our grieving for Cliff paralyzed us. We didn't know what to do. 
We really didn't know." 


James smiled and cast a brief glance at Jason inside his intensive care bed. 
"But then we auditioned Jason, who has been stoned about his ass, and his unbelievable mass of his long, curly 


mane covered up most of his face. We really didn't know for sure how he looked like beneath all those curls. 


But he was fucking good and awesome, and he played flawlessly every song we wanted him to play. In addition 


he was full of energy and bounced around like a bunny on speed. So we decided on him." 
"I haven't known about your relationship with Cliff," Dr. Dressler threw in, sounding neutral. 


"We didn't have a real relationship .. Well, | thought so for a long while," James told her and ran his fingers 
through his mane, as he thought about it. "But | guess | loved him from the very beginning on, and l'm pretty 
sure that he loved me, too. But | have been such an asshole and tried to hide my feelings. Whenever we have 
been drugged or drunk out of out minds Cliff and | kissed and stroked each other. Nothing else. Unfortunately, | 


really used to be hammered and don't remember a lot. But | know for sure that we never had sex." 
'| see," Dr. Dressler said. "So Mr. Newsted was an intruder to you. You liked him but he was an intruder." 
James gave a nod, again running his fingers through his hair. 


"That's right. And we wanted to make it clear to him that he was the intruder. We really tortured him. All of 
us. And Lars had the best ideas how to do. Jason was an outsider to us, and we treated him badly. I'm still 
ashamed because of things we have done to him. He had to suffer a lot," he answered, followed by a deep and 
desperate sigh. "But the audience loved Jason from the very beginning on. He always bursts from energy, 
running from one side of the stage to the other side or headbanged with his hair flying. He always looks so 
fucking good. So, after a while | couldn't stop watching him on stage. And that's not that easy to do so if 
you're the singer of the band and have to stick to your microphone without staring at our bass-player all the 
time." 


"How comes that you finally fell in love with him?" Dr. Dressler asked. "It wasn't love at first sight, as it seems 


to me." 
James wearily smiled at her. 


"Exactly. It happened as we played the shows of the ‘Justice’-tour, during the European leg of our tour. We 
had a show in Paris. Kirk played his solo of ‘Master Of Puppets’, and while he did so | turned around to face 
Jason and vice versa. We looked at each other, and | felt like being hit by a lightning flash. And he felt the 


same, as he later told me." 
James shrugged and gave a sigh. 


"I still don't know why it has happened. Of course, | was confused. | had fucked a lot of female groupies, and so 

did Jason. | mostly roomed with him and we always had a kingsize bed. | watched him, he watched me. He looked 
so sexy when he did a groupie, and he fucking did it so well. | felt like watching some really hot hardcore porn. 

So, he aroused me. A lot. And he got aroused by me, too. But | never would have tried to ask him for a date - 
or more ... HE asked me out." 
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Chapter I5 


„HE asked YOU out?" Dr. Dressler nearly didn't believe James. 


"Yes," James answered. "And it has been pretty awesome. | never would have thought about anything like this. 
He must have arranged the whole thing quite a long time. We had a show in Paris but after it we had three 
days off. Lars wanted to fly to Denmark to visit his numerous relatives, and Kirk announced to visit the 
Louvre to look at ALL the paintings, not only the ‘Mona Lisa’, and that three days really would be too few ... 
Personally | thought that he finally must have gone mad, but if he wanted to stare at a painting for an hour, 


or so, | won't hold him back." 
James smiled then glanced at Jason in his intensive care room. Immediately his blue eyes looked worried. 


"I hadn't an idea what to do except getting drunk non-stop the whole three days," he continued and looked back 
at Dr. Dressler. "But, all of a sudden, Jason showed up in my room and asked me if | would like to fly with him 
to London and do some sightseeing. Now, that was funny because we had been in London several times for 
shows. But | have to admit that | never had a closer look at the city because | slept during the days and got 
drunk after every show. So | agreed .. As we reached the airport | wasn't sure if we could get a flight without 
having booked, but Jason came up with two tickets. | was stunned. Totally stunned” 


The doctor chuckled. 


"| guess | know what you mean. But you also could have stayed in Paris to do some sightseeing except the 


Louvre." 


"Exactly. But | thought that Paris would be too boring to Jason, maybe. We both don't speak a word in French. 
But | got a little suspicious because | just had a small sports bag with me and Jason dragged one of those 
clothing bags with him. And the guy didn't tell me what's inside the thing. | asked and asked, and he just grinned. 
So, | wanted to get a hold on the clothing bag to have a look inside but Jason was too fast .. He always is. Just 
look at him on stage. You turn around, and he's behind you, then you turn around again three seconds later 


and he's at the other side of the stage .. Hey, wait a minute! What they gonna do now? | don't want ..." 


Out of the corners of his eyes he had noticed a nurse and another doctor entering Jason's room. The 


bodyguard beside the room's door hadn't moved or looked alarmed. So, he had to know these guys. 
Dr. Dressler quickly patted James arm. 


"Don't worry," she said. "First they'll antagonise the narcosis medicine then they'll get out the tracheal tube. 
We have seen that his spontaneous breathing has got better a lot. So we want to wake him up." 


James wide-eyed stared at her. 
"His breathing ..2" 
He anxiously paused. 


".. has got better, yes. We're sure that he doesn't need the respirator any longer. Of course he'll have an 


oxygen nasal tube, just in case. But we've done another CT of his head two hours ago and it looked much 


better." 
‘Oh my god" James' heart frequency rose and he breathed faster. "| have to stay with him now .." 
Right in time Dr. Dressler grabbed his arm as he tried to storm into Jason's room. 


"You'll stay where you arel" she ordered. "If he's doing well you can get inside and play some nice songs to 


him. 


An hour later, James sat beside Jason's bed again He still felt very excited and confused because Jason 
breathed on his own. He hadn't moved - but he breathed on his own 


James tried to calm himself down. It wasn't easy. He stroked and kissed Jason's cheeks and carefully smoothed 


back the long curly hair. 

Dr. Dressler had told him that she wanted to have a word with her colleagues and the nursing personel about 
James' and Jason's relationship, so none of them would be shocked if they watched James kissing Jason by the 
video camera. 


"Kissing is allowed,” she said, rising her forefinger. "But nothing else. Don't move him around You got that?" 


"Absolutely, doctor ... |... | just wanna stay with him." 


She looked at him, eyes narrowed. 
"You won't beat him up once more?" 


James groaned in mental pain and rubbed his face with both hands, shaking his head. He didn't want to cry, but 


there was no way to stop the tears. 


"No, | won't," he sobbed. "Please, you have to believe me! Please, believe me ... | never have hit Jason before 
this .. | wasn't aware of kicking him - just because of a fucking wrong note in Cliff's composition - until Jase 
fell to the floor. Then I've been in shock and panicked as he .. as he crawled out of the rehearse room ... and 


as we searched for him without a positive result .." 


‘| know," Dr. Dressler calmly said. "Don't worry. | talked to Mr. Hammett, and he described the scene and the 
following search for Mr. Newsted. He said it had been kind of an automatically triggered reflex of you. He had 
watched you both since a while, and he said that it has been obvious that you're madly in love with Jason - 
and he with you. Unfortunately, Mr. Ulrich always believed you're beating up Jason and Kirk Hammett because 
of their multiple hematomas, but he has been pretty wrong. And as it seems he never has asked about the 


origin of those injuries." 


"Yes, he never asked," James whispered. He looked at the doctor with red-rimmed eyes. "Lars never asked" 


"Okay, baby," he now whispered. "Let's get this done." 


He had plugged in the bass, the old cassette recorder and the headphones for him and Jason, making sure that 
Jason's left side of the head stayed unharmed. Then he quickly tuned the bass once more to be sure to play in 
key. 


The first song was ‘A Whiter Shade Of Pale’, one of Jason's all-time favorites. James hadn't played it since a 
while and he used to play the lead guitar to Jason's bass-playing, but his fingers on the fretboard 
automatically moved. After that there were several Judas Priest-songs and some of the older songs of Deep 
Purple and Nazareth. Of course, there had to be ‘Dazed And Confused' of Led Zeppelin. Jason loved the song a 
lot, too, and played part of the bass line during his bass solos. 


Now, James played perfectly and in exactly the way Jason always wanted him to play. While he played he 
watched Jason's face and the still closed eyes of his lover. 


"Come on, Jase," he whispered, getting desperate after a while because Jason didn't give a sign of having got 
James' efforts. "Get awake, baby. Please, wake up!" 


But Jason didn't move and his eyes stayed closed. 


So, James had to change his strategy. 
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Chapter 15 

James had done his very best to get Jason awake by perfectly playing several of Jason's favorite songs on 
the old mix tape. But nothing had happened. 

Jason didn't give a sign about having heard the music. He still laid motionless in his intensive care bed, and he 
hadn't opened his eyes, yet. His palsy right arm rested on a splint, the fingers looked swollen. His right leg also 
was supported by a splint, the knee slightly bent. The stitches from the operation had got dressed but there 
still was plenty of orange colored and dried disinfectant on his upper leg and his foot. 

Dr. Dressler had told James that there was a small amount of blood in the left vertex area of Jason's brain 
because of he forcefully had hit his head on the floor, and that such a bleeding would have been normal in 
such cases. It caused the paralysis of Jason's right arm but won't be permanent. 


James really wanted to believe the doctor but it wasn't easy for him. His whole body was tensed up. 


Now he desperately looked at Jason and ran his fingers through his already ruffled blond lion's mane. He didn't 
know what to do now to wake Jason. He softly stroked Jason's arms. The right one felt colder than the left. 


"Please, open your eyes, Jase," he whispered. "I wanna see your beautiful eyes. So, come on. Please." 
Still nothing happened. 


James sighed in desperation and then tried to concentrate on the bass again. The strap of the bass ran over 


his left shoulder. James didn't need a pick because he played the bass with his fingers. 


"Alright," he said after having attached a small microphone to the neck of his shirt, so Jason had to hear his 
voice. "We have to try something else .. Let's start the show." 


At first he re-tuned the E-string and the A-string of the bass a much lower level and the other strings at 


will. He screwed at the tuner of the fourth string until the string was near getting ripped apart. Being satisfied 
by the result he plucked a row of discordant notes and added some disharmonic slides. 


"Uuuuh, that sounds good. Really good" He said, going on to pluck at the strings. "I fucking don't know why this 


fucking bass teacher of mine always has to criticize my playing.’ 


He grinned and switched on the old cassette recorder to start to play once more. It sounded awfully, worse 


then the noise of a completely untalented beginner who hadn't seen a bass before in his life. 


‘A Whiter Shade Of Pale’ was the first song, and James growled the lyrics into his microphone, of course out 
of key. This task wasn't too difficult because every string of the bass was out of key, too. In addition he 
switched from playing much too laid back to hitting the notes completely erratically without keeping up a 
sufficient rhythm. James shuddered because having to torture the poor bass, but he didn't mind. 


"Hey, I'm good," he happily announced, looking over at Jason. "I'm a natural talent. Totally. Everybody says that 
I'm pretty talented - except this loser of a bass teacher." 


Again, he growled some words of the lyrics into his microphone then stopped while the music went on 


"Uuuh, wait a minute! Waiiit a minute," he loudly murmured. "That can't be right. Of course, I'm always right, 
but .. But those lyrics are fucking difficult to remember, so it isn't my fault if | don't know about every single 
word. Besides, who'd be interested in the precise lyrics of a song of some idiot who doesn't know how to do 
good lyrics. Nobody ever listens to the lyrics .. Uuuhhm, now, let's see ... I'm pretty sure that it is ‘a whiter 
shade of ... well, yellow? No, no, that doesn't sound very good ... ‘A paler shade of white’? Yes, that sounds 
right. A paler shade of white, that's it. This line gives me pretty good vibrations .. | really don't know why this 
fucking bass teacher of mine always says that I'd play like a dumb fish on a harp. The guy has no idea. | guess 
that l'm paying up too much for his ass." 


James stopped the tape and hit some horrible sounding notes. 


"I better start up once again. Always try to give your very best, as | use to say," he announced. "A paler 
shade of white, that's it .. And what's about this fucking fourth string? | don't know if it's necessary. Not to 
mention the third one .. Or is it the first and second string? | really don't know how to count up those fuckers. 
This so-called bass teacher isn't worth the money." 


Again he screwed up the fourth string while plucking on it. All of a sudden the string tore with a sharp and 


whipping metallic sound. 
"Uuuh, shit. Fuck! That's not good, | guess," James dramatically sighed and scratched his head. "What should | 
do now? | don't have a spare string .. Oh, wait! I'll tie up the fucker. | just have to get it a little loose then | 


can tie it up." 


A moan. 


James ripped open his eyes and looked over at Jason while he still busied himself in loosening up the string. But 


now his fingers shook. 
Jason slightly had turned his head and had furrowed his brows. 


James had to swallow down his sudden tears and to bite his lower lip to keep control about his composure. His 
breathing quickened, also his heart frequency. On the control monitor he saw that Jason's heart rate had got 
faster, Too. 


"Yeah, let's tie the fucker up," he continued, his voice trembling slightly. He fumbled with the loose string. 
"Fuck, why has such a string to be so slippery? The fuckers are costing me a fortune - just to tear apart the 


very first second | wanna play a harmless song .. Awful.’ 


He had managed to tie a knot with the both ends of the string then he forcefully screwed up the tuner again 


Of course the string got ripped apart once more in no time. 


"Fuck! | should have done two knots," James said, trying to sound as stupid as possible. "Two knots always are 
better than one, as | use to say." 


Now, Jason gave another moan and turned his head from side to side. 


‘Oh well," James quickly went on as casual as he could have managed. "I really don't know why there have to 
be four strings." 


His pulse frequency nearly reached 200 beats per minute, and his mouth had got dry. He plucked at the 


remaining three strings, producing a series of horrible sounding notes and chords. 

"Nobody needs four strings on a bass, that's it. Three are more than enough. These fuckers are expensive 
enough, and | really can't afford more than three of ther ... Now let's start this ‘paler shade of white'-shit 
once more. It's a pretty easy song, and besides, l'm such a fucking good bass player, | can play everything 
without doing wrong. | really don't know why this asshole of a so-called bass teacher always has to criticize 
me .. So, let's go on. Oh well, | guess that | better try to tie up this string again, just in case ...” 


That was too much for Jason to tolerate. 


He gave several groans of annoyance, turning his head to the right side, his forehead furrowed. Then, all of a 
sudden, he opened up his eyes to look at James, blinking fast and still disoriented. 


Hot tears ran down James' cheeks and he smiled at Jason. 


"Hello, baby," he whispered. "Hello back again." 
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Chapter I1 


Your eyes are as deep as the sea 

Inside an enchanted place of my soul 
Reflecting the glittering stars in the sky 
Without unveiling the longing inside 


But calming me down just because its me 


You are the love of my life 
You always have been and will be 
| no longer want to break free 


It's just .. because it is you and me 


"Hello baby," James replied as Jason looked at him. 


He had pressed his right hand against his chest, as if he wanted to prevent his heart from bursting, and to 
calm down his heavy breathing and racing pulse, of course without much success. For a moment he felt like 


fainting but then his blood heavily rushed inside his head and heated up his cheeks. 
"Oh, | love to see your beautiful eyes, baby .. Your eyes are so beautiful." 


He now was on his feet and slowly bent to kiss Jason's slightly open lips, holding the bass by the neck to stop 


it from giving any more of the weird sounds he had produced some minutes ago. 


Jason's lips felt dry but as soft as they used to be. Jason didn't turn away his head or shied back, but he still 
looked disoriented and didn't answer James’ kiss. His eyes stayed open while James closed his lids for a moment. 


He just wanted to feel the softness of Jason's lips and to breathe in the beloved scent of Jason's hair. 


He didn't take in the unfamiliar smell of the hospital any longer. He also didn't hear the low ‘beep-beep-beep’ 


sound of the electrocardiographic monitor. All his senses were concentrated on Jason. 


Dr. Dressler had informed James that Jason at first won't remember anything about what had happened 
before he had fallen down the stairs, and also about the brief time afterwards before losing his consciousness. 
She had asked James for holding himself back, and especially his over-flooding emotions, because it would have 


been too much for Jason to understand. James also had to keep his sentences as short as possible. 


So, James now just touched Jason's lips without trying to deepen the kiss, and the back of the fingers of his 
right hand softly stroked Jason's cheek. 


It was hard for him to stop, but then he sat down on his stool again, and tried to swallow his tears as good as 
possible, still smiling at Jason. 


"Don't you think that it is a good idea to tie up this broken string?" he lightly asked. "It's just to spare our 


hard earned money, of course." 
He paused for some seconds to allow Jason to get his words. 


"There's no need to throw money out of the window if it isn't necessary," he then went on. "Such a string is 


pretty expensive, and Lars might kill me because | have broken it and would ask him for a new one." 

Again he paused and bit his lower lip to hold himself back. Jason stared at him in confusion. 

"So, what do you think about just knotting the string together, Jase ..2" 

"No ... non ... nonsense," Jason croaked then paused. He slightly shook his head. "No ... nonsense!" 

It was easily to see that he tried to figure out what was going on, and he looked around to get it where he 
was. His look aimlessly wandered from monitor to monitor, above his head and beside his bed, the infusion 


tubes and the clip for controlling the oxygen level of his blood on his left forefinger. 


"This is a hospital's room," James said after he had swallowed hard. "You had an operation ... Your leg got 


broken as you fell down a staircase." 
Jason frowned and looked down at his legs for a while. 
It's the right leg," James said, softly touching Jason's upper leg. 


Jason stared at his operated leg and James’ hand. After a while he tried to grab at James’ hand, but because 


of the paralysis of his right arm it didn't move. 


He tried to move his arm, again and again, but nothing happened. So he drew his brows together and stared at 


his arm. Tears glittered in his eyes now. He moaned and tried once more, but his arm didn't move. 
James quickly laid his hand on Jason's shoulder then on his cheek, stroking it softly. 


"Your arm just is still a little tired, that's all, baby," he said, trying to sound calm. "Let it rest for a while, 
okay?" 


Tears ran down Jason's cheeks now, clearly without him realizing it. He was confused, and again he looked up 


into James' face. 
"Okay?" he echoed then sniffed because of his tears. "Okay?" 


"Yes, okay. It's okay," James answered and nodded. "Your arm still needs some more rest .. Don't worry about 


it 

He quickly stood up and turned to get some tissues off the nightstand beside the intensive care bed. 
"Just let me get dry your cheeks and your nose," he softly told Jason. "They are a little wet." 

He bent and carefully dabbed dry Jason's cheeks and his eyelashes then his nose. 


He had tucked several strands of his hair behind his right ear, but the rest of his long blond mane hung down 


and touched Jason's bare shoulders and neck. 


All of a sudden Jason lifted his left hand and grabbed at James’ hair, holding the strands tightly between his 
fingers and tugging at them. 


James gave way and bent lower to let Jason's lips touch his own. Jason rested his lips on James' for some 


seconds. Then his grip on James’ hair loosened. 
"You ... you ... kicked .. kicked at me," he whispered, looking up at James. 


Immediately James had to bite his lower lip to stop himself from sobbing but his tears fell down on Jason's 
skin He breathed hard and tried to wipe away the tears, of course without much effect. 


Then he gave a barely suppressed moan as a sign of his mental pain 


"Yes .. Yes, | have kicked at you," he whispered. "I'm so sorry, Jase, because I've done wrong ... Please, forgive 


me. 
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Chapter 18 


After having confessed that he had kicked at Jason, and having tried to get forgiveness for this brutal act, 


James just cried. 


Jason still had the fingers inside the blond strands of James' mare, tugging slightly, and he looked up into 
James’ face, slowly getting it why James was so sad. He wanted to get eye contact with James’ blue eyes but 


James had lowered his lids while still tears were running out of his eyes and down his cheeks. 


Jason tried hard to remember something about what had happened. He sensed a sudden flashback of falling 
down a staircase, and he also vaguely remembered about the sudden pain inside his head and his already 
injured right leg. He figured out that he then must have lost consciousness because there wasn't the slightest 
piece of memory about the things that had happened afterwards. 


Pretty disoriented he looked around and noticed several tubes of perfusor sets and infusions, connected to the 
central venous catheter in the Vena jugularis on his right side of the neck. He also still got oxygenation by an 
oxygen tube in his nose, two litres per minute, because his bulbar respiratory centre still was too weak to do 


a proper job. 


Several electrodes on his chest were connected to a monitor beside the left side of the bed by cables in 


different colors. 


There also was a blood pressure-meter around his left upper arm, and another catheter inside an artery on 


his left wrist for registering the percent of oxygen in Jason's blood. 
Not to mention the catheter inside his bladder. 
He just had played his bass .. and now was captivated by tubes and catheters and monitors he didn't know. 


Jason wordlessly and disoriented stared at the monitors where his actual electrocardiogram, his oxygen level, 


his blood pressure and the frequency and intensity of his heartbeat and breathing was to be seen. 


James looked at the monitors now, too. He felt awful and tried hard to swallow down his tears but wasn't able 
to do so. He couldn't stop feeling so much guilty because he had done wrong in just the blink of an eye without 
even thinking about it. This underlying reflex of his had caused so much damage and pain, and he deeply 
regretted it. But this all couldn't have been undone. 


Jason breathed faster now because of his shock, and the frequency of the ‘beep-beep-beep' of his 


electrocardiographic monitor increased. He clearly was in fear. 


James felt as if he would have to stay in limbo because of severely having hurt Jason, and having caused 


everything what had happened after this. 

He had hurt his beloved Jason! 

And he deserved to get tortured! 

To get tortured in every single fucking fire in limbo and hell on Earth for an endless time. 
He deserved to get tortured in MULTIPLE fires of MULTIPLE hells in MULTIPLE universes! 


He deserved to get tortured in every hell everywhere for an eternity! 


Nobody had known about him and Jason, and they both hadn't wanted someone to know about their relationship. 
And nobody had suspected anything like this - so James thought. They always had tried to be as discreet as 


possible. 


Kirk and Lars had been too busy with themselves, as it always had looked like, and Lars usually wasn't 
interested in the feelings of other persons except his own if they don't intervene in Metallica's career or get 


themselves into unnecessary trouble. 
But Kirk had enough sensitivity to get it when something was going on without him getting any verbal 
information about it, but he mostly kept shut his mouth and didn't ask. He always didn't want to hurt the 


feelings of other persons. 


Now James was completely helpless. He didn't know how to talk about his guilt and his sorrows, and to tell 
Jason what had happened, and why Jason's right arm still was paralyzed. 


Maybe Jason's arm would have stayed paralyzed! 


This thought meant an unbearable catastrophe to James. 
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Chapter 19 

Lars and Kirk entered the intensive care unit - wearing plastic rubbers and disposable white coats over their 
clothing, as they had been asked for - then they saw James who stood outside Jason's intensive care room. 


James had pressed his forehead and fingers against the large glass window to the room, his eyes closed. He 
didn't look at the things what were going on with Jason, or around himself. 


Inside the room several nurses and physicians cared about Jason, doing some examination or changing infusions 
or electrodes. One nurse was busy to empty Jason's urine bag to get the urine elimination rate. Jason's bladder 
got emptied by a permanent catheter. The doctors and nurses wanted to control the balance of the fluid intake 
and elimination. 


One nurse was busy to change the bandages on Jason's broken and operated right leg.The leg didn't look well. 


Jason didn't move while the nursing personal and the doctors were inside his room. 


At first James didn't react as he heard Lars’ and Kirk's steps but finally he turned his head to look at Lars 
and Kirk as they had reached him. 


He looked awful. His eyes were blot-shot and full of tears. His long blond mane was ruffled, and he hadn't cared 
about it. And he urgently needed a shave. He also looked hungry and thirsty - but he seemed to ignore his 
need for food and something to drink, too. 

Lars softly touched James' arm. 


"How's he," he asked. 


James shrugged and looked down. 


"| don't know." 
Lars cleared his throat. 
"But you have to know something, James. Is Jason awake?" 


"Yes, yes .. he's awake .. He woke as | did all those horrible things with his bass to provoke him," James 
whispered. "| wanted to get him out of the coma .. But .. but his right arm is paralyzed." 


"Oh my god," Kirk breathed. He looked shocked. "This is awful." 
James just nodded, still staring down at his feet. 
"His arm is paralyzed .. He can't move a finger ..” 


Now tears ran down James' cheeks. He tried to wipe them off with the back of his hand but without much 
effect. He couldn't stop crying and started to sob. 


‘Oh, come on," Lars said and embraced James. Tears were inside his eyes, too. "You haven't known about the 


consequences as you have kicked him while rehearsing. It isn't your fault" 


"It IS my fault," James sobbed. "I kicked my lover just because he had changed some notes of Cliff's bass line. 
And | knew about Jason's bad knee. | KNEW it!" 


"Yes, but you couldn't have foreseen that he would fall down the staircase and would hit his leg and head." 


| SHOULD have known," James gave back and shook his head. "I fucking SHOULD have known. | kicked at my 


lover .. And now my lover's right arm is paralyzed. This is unbearable! | should have known!" 


He sobbed in pain, completely helpless. 


Lars exchanged a look with Kirk. 
"Why haven't you told us that Jason and you are lovers?" Lars softly asked, still his arms around James. 


|. |... | don't know," James sobbed. "He's my lover since six month, and we didn't think about talking about our 


relationship to someone else .. We just didn't think about it. | .. | thought that nobody would be interested." 


Lars gave a deep sigh and stroked James’ back. 


"But we ARE interested in everything what belongs to you and Jason. And we ARE so much interested in your 


relationship, and since when you are a couple .. But we really didn't know." 
James nodded and sniffed. He wiped off his tears and lifted his head. 
"I'm so sorry," he said. "I'm so sorry for not telling you." 


"But why the fuck did you think that we won't be interested?" 


"I. | don't know," James whispered. "I always still feel guilty because of everything | have done to Jason as he 
joined the band after Cliff's death .. | can't forget what | have done or what | have thought about him. I've 


been such a fool. And I'm so ashamed." 


“All of us have been fools and assholes,” Lars said with another sigh and nodded to himself. "We all treated him 
like shit as he joined us .Just because he wasn't Cliff. | feel ashamed, too." 


"Me too," Kirk said. "We have done wrong .. Everyone of us has done wrong, James." 


"But it's not the same," James whispered, covering his eyes with one hand. "It's ...| fell in love with Jason the 
very first moment he rehearsed with us and plugged his bass into Cliff's amplifiers .. And nevertheless | 
treated him in such a horrible way. | loved him but | tortured him .. And he just used Cliff's amplifiers, 


nothing else. He hasn't done wrong in any way ... So, there's no way to forgive myself. l'm a monster.” 
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Chapter 20 
One and a half week later. 


„Now try to extend your forefinger," the physiotherapist said and smiled at Jason 


She was a dark-haired middle-aged woman who looked very experienced. Her name was Claire. She was a really 


good teacher and made Jason feel well. 


Now Jason tried to do how she had told him, and after some unsecure trials he slowly extended his right 
forefinger. His forehead was sweaty. 


"Now keep it up ... keep it .. keep it .. Great! Now relax your finger," the physiotherapist said. "You've done 
great! Very good." 


Jason looked at her, his blue eyes, not sure if he should have believed her. 


"Are .. are .. are you sure that it has been good?" he finally asked, his voice very small. He looked anxious. 


"The movement looked so weak." 
It HAS been good, Jason," Claire told him. "Otherwise | won't say that. l'm not used to lie to a patient. You can 
sure about that .. Of course your fingers still are a little weak. That's normal after a complete paralysis. But 


your finger did what it was supposed to do. And that's the point" 


Jason turned his head and stared at his right hand once more and frowned. He tried to extend his flexed 


forefinger. After some moments of hard concentration he managed to move his finger. 


A smile spread out all over his face and tears of joy glittered in his eyes. 


"That's phantastic," he said. "I nearly can't believe it. | haven't known that | can do that" 


"IFs my job to let you know about your abilities," his physiotherapist answered and smiled, too. "Now let's try 


again" 


She laid her own forefinger against the backside of his finger to give some light counteractive force. Jason 


managed to extend his finger then once again 

He beamed. 

"Well done,” Claire said and nodded. 

"Can we do the other fingers, too?" Jason eagerly asked. 


"Of course. But | want you to move every finger slowly. I'll give some resistance." 
Yy y "ng yg 


Ten minutes later Jason happily laughed. 


"I can do it," he cried out. "| moved every finger. I've done it! | nearly can't believe it! | moved my fingers! This 


is so .. Have you seen it? | MOVED my fingers!" 


"That's right,” Claire said with a smile. "You are the hero of the day, Jason. AND | also have seen that you 


extended your wrist in the process, too, without noticing it." 
"Really?" Jason's eyes went wide and he stared at his hand. 
"Really." 

‘|... | really moved my wrist?" 

Claire nodded. "Really." 

"Are you sure?" 

"Absolutely." 

Jason breathed in and out deeply. 


‘| can't wait to show James," he said. 


‘| can bet," she answered, smiling at Jason. "Now let me do some lymphatic drainage to your hand and arm ... 


But please don't try to move. Your arm has to be relaxed. 
Jason eagerly nodded. 


His blue eyes sparkled He wiped off the sweat on his forehead with his left lower arm. Some sweaty locks of 
his chestnut colored hair stick to his cheeks, and he stroked them back. 


In the meantime the cut at his left temple had healed so far, and the stitches had got out: 


His right knee and lower leg didn't look as swollen, as they had still one week ago, any longer. Fortunately, he 
hadn't got an infection inside his knee and the lower leg, especially along the metal of the internal fixating 
orthesis along the fractured bones of his shin and calf. 


Several long and silvery shimmering screws, what had screwed into the shin bone at right angles, perforated 


Jason's skin. They were fixed along his lower leg by external metal plates and rods. 


The perforation wounds in Jason's skin hadn't developed an infection, too. The nurses changed the bandages two 
times per day. They always got some orange colored disinfectant on every wound after they had cleaned them 


up. 


All of the metal inside and outside Jason's leg had been done by titanium. There wasn't a problem to examine 


Jason's leg by a Magnetic Resonance Tomography because titanium couldn't get magnetized and make problems. 


But the metal detectors and whole-body scanners at airports were able to detect the metal. So Jason had got 
a "passport" to let the guys from the checkpoints all over the world know about the medical reason and need, 


and that he wasn't a terrorist. 


Of course, the "fixateur externe" wasn't permanent. The doctors planned to remove it if the healing process of 


the bones went on as good as they wanted it. 


Jason still wasn't allowed to try to move his injured knee. He got ice packs for his knee to reduce the swelling. 
But the physiotherapist asked him to do some exercises to move the right toes and the ankle, and Jason got a 


careful lymphatic drainage there, too. 


As the physiotherapist had left Jason's intensive care unit's room, he slowly extended the fingers of his right 
hand once again. He had to concentrate hard but he managed to do it. And he also managed to extend his wrist 
a little bit. 


Tears were in his blue eyes now. 


"Oh my god," he whispered to himself. "| can move my fingers and my foot! | can't want to show James!" 
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Chapter 21 

James was so excited. He sat beside Jason's intensive care bed and watched every move Jason made when the 
physiotherapist told him to move a finger, or his right hand, or his right toes. 


The palsy of Jason's right limbs had got much better, and he got physiotherapeutic lessons four times a day. 


His progress was stunning. 

"Now try to lift your both arms," the physiotherapist ordered. 

Jason quickly lifted his left arm then he brought up his right arm much slower. He gave a small moan because 
lifting his right arm was very difficult for him. He had to concentrate intensely. As he had lifted his arm until 


he had reached an angle of 60 degrees, his arm started to tremble. Sweat was on Jason's forehead now. 


"Very good," the physiotherapist said and smiled. "Now, lay your arms back on the bed. It's enough exercising 


for now." 
"But | want to go on," Jason immediately protested. "My arm is still much too weak." 


"Your arm isn't much too weak," the physiotherapist answered. He touched Jason's left shoulder. "You are doing 


well. Very welll" 
Jason looked at his physiotherapist, his blue eyes wide. 
"Are .. are you .. are you sure?" 


"l'm absolutely sure," the physiotherapist said. "Your arm, your hand, your fingers got much more strength 


day after day. It's very good." 


Jason turned his head and stared at his right hand, slightly moving the fingers. Then he looked at his right leg 


what still laid on a splint because he wasn't allowed to move his injured knee. 


In the interim he had had a second operation on his right lower leg. The "fixateur externe" had been removed 
and the broken bones had got fixed by internal screws and sheets. The swelling of the lower leg had got much 
better, too. There still were several hematomas all over the knee and lower leg but they had changed their 
color from dark blue and black to light green and yellow now. 


The physiotherapist patted Jason's shoulder. 


"ll be back in three hours, okay? You have to rest now." 


After the physiotherapist had left Jason's intensive care unit's room, James carefully wiped off the sweat on 
Jason's forehead with a tissue he had drawn out of the tissue box on Jason's nightstand. 


He still sat on a stool beside the bed but now he stood up and bent down until his lips lightly touched Jason's. 
"| love you so much," he whispered, his lips still touching Jason's. 
"I love you too," Jason whispered back. 


James gave a low moan of happiness and intensified the kiss. His long blond mane hung down and covered up his 


and Jason's face. 


They both were aware of the intensive care unit's video camera inside the room. The nursing personnel always 
had a look at the computer screens inside the nurses’ room to make sure that every patient was secure and 


well enough. They also could watch the heart rate- and breathing monitors of every patient. 


Jason immediately had opened his lips to let James’ tongue in. He gave a moan, too. James right fingers slowly 
stroked Jason's left cheek, and the fingers of Jason's left and uninjured hand were in James’ golden lion's mane. 


They both had closed their eyes. 


The kiss lasted for thirty seconds then James sighed and slowly lifted his head, opening his eyes to look into 


Jason's eyes. 
"You're doing great," he whispered. "I'm so proud of you." 


Jason smiled but didn't say anything. He was exhausted. James smiled, too, then he straightened up and took 
off the plastic cup with tea on Jason's nightstand. He helped Jason to drink, his left arm around Jason's 


shoulders. Jason was thirsty and drained the cup in no time. 


"More?" James asked. 


Jason nodded. James quickly refilled the cup with fresh tea, and Jason drained it, too, but much slower now. His 


eyelids fluttered and then he closed his eyes, sighing softly. 
James took away the cup and stroked Jason's cheek with the back of his fingers. 


"You are tired," he softly said. “Take a nap, baby. I'll be there when you'll wake." 


